CHAPTER I
THE WAR COUNTS
ECLINING at ease in their baroque arm-chairs, slender legs   in  soft, light-grey trousers,   comfortably crossed—so two middle-aged counts are in the golden and red chancellery of the Viennese n Ministry. A scent of limes from the Volksgarten d through the tall, open windows. Still in Vienna beginning of July ? Have they affairs of State to ,ct? Yes,  they are discussing whether  one  can tussore or only grey. Court mourning in the summer jsvays a nuisance, and the black band on a tussore fl$ would really look too much like the national s. As they talk in low, reflective tones, each is to impart a tone of sadness to his trivial remarks, hope that the other will be impressed; as a matter t, however, both are pleasantly excited by the event :ajevo.
%te names of these Imperial and Royal cavaliers? are long, and history will know them simply as .told and Forgach. Since we, however, are eaves-ping at a supreme psychological moment, historical acy compels us to introduce them formally. Leopold, ,t Berchtold, von und zu Ungarschitz, Fratting, and z, Minister of the Imperial and Royal Household of the Foreign Affairs of the United Kingdoms and inces: face oval, chin rather pointed, nose fine, eyes prematurely bald, moustache clipped short above a weak mouth, cynical and blase, one of the most nt gentlemen of Vienna, persuasive when he wishes 5 agreeable when he has to be, superficial in thought, ess in action, uncertain in decision, with the expres-of a pampered worldling and sportsman, who prefers
ding horses for the race-course or the army to riding 'time the coffins are carried bad i&t© jfys little w^ting-room of Pochlarn statipn. On<| «$4$A ttiey stancfcold and silent beside the boxes aj^ &Hnl% *» though doomed never to find the rest thej |£& £ia*er, when they reach the Danube, heavj q% fesWI fey rain, overflow the banks as the coffii iferf* at I«s% son ^ie black ferry-boat, over the rivei
